had already said upstairs, and, still with that c%ar
between his teeth, still grasping his cane, departed as
he had come, bravely essaying to look like a man out
for a pleasant stroll, but horribly aware of the remarks
being exchanged behind him, which seemed to bore
into the back of his neck, and only with difficulty
refraining from breaking into a run.
He went up to his own room and flung himself down
on the bed. No longer the dashing adventurer, the bold
seducer whom nothing on earth could stop.....He
wept, his head between his hands, his elbows deep in
the white cotton counterpane. What had just happened
seemed like a symbol. For to place the goal beyond
reach, as she invariably did, was surely the best way
of preventing their ever attaining it ? In justification
of her refusal to elope with him she had written: "Our
love is something rare and delicate, a kind of hot-
house flower; it must never be exposed to the worries
and cares of everyday existence." What was this ideal
she was for ever invoking, to which she wTas for ever
sacrificing the present moment? She would never
attempt to realize it for fear of compromising it, and
her fear of disappointment made her reject every chance
of attaining it. Like the astrologer in the fable, she
had looked too long at the skies and would end by
tripping and falling; her infatuated dream would be the
cause of her downfall. If nothing intervened she was
lost. To run away with him then and there would not
be madness but rather the sheerest common sense. A
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